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RU SSIAN’S OBSESSION 


This Russian’s obsession is unlike anything I’ve ever 
seen. 


His eyes lock on me the first time he sees me, and when he 
hears some rude Russians speaking about me in their 
native tongue, he goes primal, showing me a possessive, 
jealous rage like none I've ever seen. 


His intense obsession with me and the violence he carries 
out is frightening, sending me running...and surprising me 
when | think of what my first time would be like with this 

inked alpha male. 


Will | ever see this obsessed Russian again, or will this 
younger woman only have the memory of her possessive 
Russian protector? 


And even if this older man in Moscow was so obsessed 
that he did track me down, what would I do, and what would 
my family back home think? 


Only a completely obSessed man who knows what he 
wants and will stop at nothing to get it would keep looking 
for me...as I'm about to find out. 


*Russian’s Obsession is an insta-everything standalone 
instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, and no 
cliffhanger 
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CHAPTER 1 


Sergey 


| tip back my small tumbler, taking in the ice-cold vodka 
neat, and more importantly the sight of her. 


My nostrils flare as | breathe in the smell of her, causing my 
dick to go hard instantly. 


Every muscle in my body tenses as my back goes ramrod 
straight. Everything inside me wants to stand up right here 
and now, walk over there, grab her, and throw her over my 
shoulder and take her back to my place. 


I've never experienced anything like this in my thirty-one 
years, and I’ve experienced a lot, although never a woman 
and certainly not the sight of one so perfect in every way. 


“Another?” the waitress says, but | don’t even look at her. 
“You worked here long?” | ask. 


She leans forward, laying her tits right on the bar inches 
from my arm, but I’m not interested one bit. 


“Five years, but I still haven’t found the right guy to do the 
bra bounce with... until now,” she says. 


Just overhead there’s a wooden rafter running along the 
ceiling with hundreds of bras hanging from it. A group of 
tourists was just in here reading some passage out of a 
guidebook saying the bras are a right of passage. 


Apparently people have sex in the bathroom and then come 
out and the girl throws her bra against the ceiling and it 
bounces off and catches on the rafter...if you get it to stick 
on the first try If not | guess the whole world just watches as 
you keep trying, trying to get attention for a disgusting 
thing like that. 


“Have you seen that girl come in here in the last half 
decade?” | ask, still ignoring the bartender’s advances. 


She exhales hard, looks over at my woman with pursed lips 
and turns back to me. “Nope. Looks like another of those 
tourists that smile for no reason. Here today gone tomorrow, 
but you and I? I’ve got a place just around the corner.” Her 
eyes look up at the clock. “My shift ends in fifteen minutes 
and we can go there until today becomes tomorrow if you 
know what I mean. It’s paid for by an oligarch that found me 
on Instagram, but he doesn’t have to know.” 


“No,” | say as my eyes rake across the body of the foreign 
girl. 


My nostrils flare again as | breathe in deep a second time, 
picking up her scent from across the room. The way she 
smells is so feminine, so delicate, so unique it has my cock 
twitching and my heart racing. 


I’ve made billions inventing perfumes that are sold 
throughout the world and I’ve never smelled anything as 
perfect as her. 


Her body is like an hourglass and it’s time for me to go over 
there right now and claim her as mine. The only thing the 
bartender was right about was that she does look like a 
tourist, and I’m not letting her get out of here, or this 
country, until | have her. 


But this is so much more than just sex that | want, | want her 
to be mine in every way. 


| want to fill her with my seed and watch that belly of hers 
grow as she becomes pregnant with our child. 


She sits down at a table and looks at a drink menu. | 
breathe in again, my mind racing from her natural 
pheromones. 


| know scents like the back of my hand. Blindfolded | can 
name anything, just put it in front of my nose. But this is 
the first time I’ve ever smelled paradise, and she is it. 


I’m immediately intoxicated, and it has nothing to do with 
the vodka. 


It’s her... all her. 

For the first time in my life | know she was the exact reason 
I'd stayed celibate all these years. | strive for perfection in 
everything | do. It’s an obsession that haunts me, or a gift, 
depending on how you look at it. 


| don’t think about it at all, because it’s whol am. It’s so 
deeply ingrained inside me, it’s in my bones. 


And damn do I ever want to bury my cock so deep inside her 
right now. 


She’s the one I’ve been waiting for all these years. 


She was the reason | stay in my lab most of my waking hours 
working to perfect my craft. 


She would be my final obsession. Having her and making 
her mine. Making a family with her. 


“Those tourist girls that come to Moscow are So easy,” a 
voice says in Russian from another table between her and I. 
“Ever since Pod Mukhoi Bar got that placement in the travel 
guides, taking women home from here is easier than 
shooting herring in a barrel.” 


“Just walk them around Red Square and then take them to 
bed and see if she makes the sheets red,” another of these 
pricks at that table says. 


They raise their glasses in a toast, and | raise up out of my 
chair My teeth are grinding, my forearms flexing as my 
hands curl into fists at my sides, my fingers grinding into my 
palms. 


“We should see if she wants a foursome!” one of the men 
Says. 


“Cheers to that!” the biggest one in the group says as they 
tip back their shots. 


Before he can remove the glass from his lips I’ve got my 
hand wrapped around his hand that’s holding the glass. | 
squeeze hard, the glass shattering in his hand, crimson 
flowing from his palm. 


“What the fuck!” he says. 


“You want to see red sheets?” | say. “You want a foursome? 
Well you and your three loser friends just found one,” | snarl. 


| bare my teeth as my other hand comes up, latches on to 
the back of the man’s head, slamming him into the table 


face first, the pristine white tablecloth quickly turns as red 
as the walls that line the Kremlin. 


Another man tries to stand, but an elbow to the face knocks 
him out cold, just before | sweep the leg of the chair of 
another man, sending him down to the ground and 
scrambling towards the door 


But he’s not getting away that easily. | grab him by the foot, 
twisting it and breaking his ankle before cupping my hands 
and bringing them down hard on the sides of the head of the 
final man, blowing out his eardrums. 


Good, now neither of us will have to listen to that rubbish 
from his friends again. 


No one talks about the woman who will be my wife and the 
mother of my children that way. 


My chest heaves as adrenaline shoots through me. Displays 
of masculinity are common in my country, and nothing says 
how dedicated you are to a woman more than fighting for 
her honor. 


No one will ever disrespect her as long as I’m alive, and 
when my time on earth is done our sons will take over for 
me. 


And now it’s time to learn about her life, before | put a life in 
her. 


| take a step toward her table, my eyes still on the men 
below me as I step over their bodies. 


As | clear the last man my head swings around mid-step to 
where she’s sitting. 


But she’s gone. 


CHAPTER 2 


Anya 


| dart out of the bar and into the Chekhovskaya Metro, which 
is very close. 


| tap my foot waiting for the metro to arrive. Looking to my 
left and then my right trying to make sure the violence isn’t 
going to spill over before | get out of here. 


There’s a sign that says the Chekhovskaya Metro station is 
named after Anton Chekhov, which is completely 
appropriate because I’m just as angsty as one of his stories. 


This is not what | was expecting when | came to study 
abroad for a semester in Moscow, but it’s exactly what my 
friends and family warned me about. 


| just need to get out of here and calm down. It was just an 
unlucky event that | happened to stumble upon. 


But what was up with that guy who was walking towards my 
table? 


He certainly wasn’t stumbling, more like effortlessly gliding 
over the bodies of those guys who had been giving me 
creepy looks just before they did their toast, to something 
that appeared to be about me. 


I’m normally not a fan of violence. I’m the kind of girl who 
puts her hand over her eyes during scary movies, in the rare 
instances | can even stomach one. 


But when that man started avenging my honor | have to 
admit | was very thankful, and even more turned on. 


| saw him the minute I walked in. I noticed the ink on his 
hand and the fine suit he was wearing. 


He looked exactly like the kind of bad boy Russian Bratva 
that I’d read about before | came, but there was something 
about him that screamed intelligence. 

| have no idea what he does, or who he works with, if he 
works at all, but the way he was looking at me before things 
went sideways was definitely working for me. 

No doubt about it. 

Finally, the metro comes and | get on, finding a corner and 
sitting down and staring forward, just like everyone else 
seems to do. 


Ten minutes later my breathing starts to calm and | listen for 
the name of my stop. 


And keep listening. 
And keep listening. 


We stop a few times and then at the next stop everyone gets 
out but me. 


A big man in a uniform comes and says something sternly to 
me in Russia. 


My first chance to show off my complete lack of Russian 
language skills. 


| close my eyes and sound out my way through it, “Ya nee 
guh-vah-RYOO pah ROO-skee,” | say, telling the man I can’t 
speak Russian. 


“No more. Final stop. Must exit,” he says pointing toward 
the open doors. 


“Okay,” | say, Knowing the word is close to the Russian word. 
| leave the car and go find a map. 


Shit. In all the excitement | took the green line north to the 
final stop. | was supposed to take the green line south one 

stop and then transfer to the red line, which takes me right 
to Universitet station, where | study at Lomonosov Moscow 

State University, or simply MSU as it’s known. 


| walk through the exit corridor onto the other platform 
waiting for the train south. I’m going to be late for my very 
first class now. 


Talk about getting off on the wrong foot. 


As | wait for the metro to arrive my mind flashes back to the 
incident over and over again, and strangely enough the 
man’s feet. 


They were huge, just like he was. | know there’s a saying 
about the size of a man’s feet and the size of other things, 
but | wouldn’t know 


While most of the girls | knew were dead set on losing their 
virginity before graduation, | was anything but. 


| didn’t even go to prom because | always thought prom was 
a special thing, something that was reserved only for 
couples that really loved each other, even if it was “just” 
high school. 


I'd rather be alone than with someone | wasn’t truly in love 
with, or didn’t see myself very easily and naturally falling in 
love with. 


A mental movie plays through my mind as | stand there on 
the tracks alone. | imagine showing up at the prom that | 
Skipped with that Russian man from the bar. 


The teachers staring at his heavily inked hands, his full 
beard, and his form-fitting suit. 


The teacher that had a habit of assigning homework after 
the bell rang asking him if she can help him, as if he’s in the 
wrong place. 


He gives her a piercing look and in a gruff, matter of fact 
tone his gravelly voice booms out that he /s in the right 
place, there by my side. 


She steps back and apologizes to both of us and wishes us a 
good evening. 


I’m not very tall and I’m not used to having power in my 

life. Add in the fact that I’m shy and soft spoken and I’m 
pretty sure people take one look at me and feel like they can 
walk right over me. 


I’ve tried to dispel their thoughts, but | consider myself a 
nice person and don’t like being rude. 


| can imagine how being with this man would change 
literally everything. 


No more people thinking they can take advantage of me 
because I’m small. 


No more feelings of being powerless. It’s not that | feel like a 
victim...| try my best to avoid that mindset. 


But there is something extremely powerful and liberating 
about knowing no one will even think twice about fucking 
with me ever again. 


My hand shoots up to my mouth at the word. | didn’t even 
say it, but | imagined it in such detail in my mind | did. 


I’m not a prude, but still. 
Why can’t I stop thinking about that guy? 


Why are my panties getting wetter and wetter the longer | 
stand here? 


| unzip my coat and look down at my chest. Why are my 
nipples pebbling so much that they’re poking all the way 
through my bra and my shirt? 


And the most important why... why did | run from him? 


Maybe I should have been running towards him, although 
that was completely out of the question at the time. 


And do I have so many questions now. 


What’s his name? 


What does he do? 
Does he...have a woman in his life? 
But l'Il never know, and that’s really a shame. 


I’ve never experienced anything like that, and I’ve never 
“met” anyone like him before. 


And now, | guess | never will. 


CHAPTER 3 


Anya 


| slowly push the door to the classroom open, trying to avoid 
a squeak or anyone looking back over their shoulder at me. 


It took way more time than it should have on the metro, plus 
an extra half an hour finding the classroom, but | finally 
made it. 


| look inside. The classroom is an auditorium. The lights are 
out except for the overhead projector and a few small ceiling 
lights which provide minimal illumination. 


What I can see is that the room is packed except for the last 
three rows. 


| quietly shut the door and slide into the first seat, trying not 
to make a scene. 


| remove my coat and scarf and pull my small notebook from 
my coat pocket and get ready to start taking notes. 


The textbooks don’t arrive to the bookstore until tomorrow. 
Apparently they were updated for this year, which I’m 
guessing means a few sentences were changed so the 
teacher and the publishing company could continue stuffing 
their pockets for another year with an “updated” version, 
but their motives to create an unnecessary recurring 
revenue stream at their students’ expense is beside the 
point. I’m excited to get started. 


Wow, I made it. Taking classes abroad. 

A small sense of pride washes over. 

The teacher says something in English as he faces the wall 
where the projector is displaying his slides, his back to us. 
Suddenly he stops mid-sentence. 

The voice sounds familiar... too familiar 

My eyes zoom in on him just in time to see his entire body 
spin around. Even from the back row I can clearly see his 
face as he raises his chin and sniffs the air. 

His eyes close and | swear he looks like Hannibal Lecter in 
those basement prison scenes, as played by Anthony 
Hopkins in the original Silence of the Lambs, as he takes in 
the scent that he seems to very visibly be obsessing over. 
“Where is she?” he says. 


| feel my butt and back slide down my seat as | try and make 
myself small. 


It’s the same way he smelled the air back at the Pod Mukhoi 
Bar. 


Is he talking about... 
Can he smell... 
No! 


“Where are you?” he says as he leaves the podium and 
starts walking up the aisle. 


Suddenly the bell rings and the students reach for their 
things. 


“You!” he says staring at me. 
He dashes up the aisles taking two steps at a time, but 
quickly the students between us fill the aisle in an attempt 


to leave class. 


| grab my jacket and run to the door, pushing through and | 
just keep running, and running, and running. 


| run right past the metro station until | find a small alley. 
| slide in and try and catch my breath. 


It’s cold outside but | don’t need my coat, but then again | 
don’t need a cold either 


| reach for my scarf, needing to wrap it around my mouth so 
| don’t breathe in the cold air. 


Sticking my hands in the pockets of my coat | come up 
empty. 


Shit! My scarf wasn’t in my coat, it was on top of it. When | 
grabbed my jacket it must have fallen off and onto my seat. 


My eyes close and my head falls. 
My grandma knitted me that scarf just before she passed. 
It’s been with me for years and is my most precious 


keepsake. 


“Fuck!” | yell, not caring who hears me this time. | pound 
the wall with my fists. 


The auditorium will be locked by the time | get back to 

class. | pull out my phone and look at the time and the 
schedule for the day. 

It’s so late in the day that the building will be locked too. | 
don’t speak Russian and | don’t know if the janitor will let 
some crazy girl that’s basically trying to sign language the 
fact that she needs her scarf, back into the building. 

| could try Google Translate, but even that’s a long shot. 

And the biggest dilemma... him. 

| can’t believe it. 

The man from the bar was my instructor. 

| pull my syllabus out of my pocket and read it. 

Day one: Sergey Smirnov, guest lecturer Mr Smirnov is one 
of the most successful Russian businessmen of the twenty- 
first century. He will be speaking about how he turned his 
chemistry degree from Moscow State University into a multi- 
billion dollar global empire. 

Multi-billion dollar global empire? 


And this guy is knocking out four guys at once in some small 
bar just next to a metro station. 


Why would he take that risk? 


There’s no way he did it for me...is there? 


| look back down at the syllabus. Apparently the second 
class our real instructor begins teaching, so that means 
Sergey was only there for that one class. 

Putting my jacket on | make my way back to the university. 
| don’t know if I’m going to find a janitor, Sergey, or the 
place a complete ghost town, but there’s one thing that 
seems Clear. 


Sergey is out to find me. 


And that excites me more than anything ever has. 


CHAPTER 4 


Sergey 


“I want her name!” | say, slamming my fist down on the 
dean’s table so hard his name placard falls to the floor. 


“Mr. Smirnov, I’m sorry, but it’s against university policy to 
disclose such things,” he says, his voice cracking. 


| don’t have to inhale deep to smell the fear in the room. 
The smell of it is thick and his body language gives it away 
even more. 


“I'll donate a million dollars to the university. Just give it to 
me and give it to me now,” | demand. 


Fuck, I’ve never lost my cool like this before and it’s all 
because I’ve never seen a girl like her before. 


Her dark hair and those striking blue eyes. The innocence 
they hold and the feminine way she carries herself 


“Mr. Smirnov, Russia is trying to take steps to avoid 
corruption. As a country we must—“ 


“AS aman you must give me her name!” | say slamming my 
fist on the table again, putting a dent in the thick oak. “| 
don’t give a damn about the country right now. What did 
Mother Russia ever do for you, Dean?” I say. “It wasn’t until 
the day after the Westerners celebrate Christmas in 1991 
that the markets opened up and we were able to get what 
we wanted, to make our own lives. My life is her and | will 


not leave here without getting her name. You will give it to 
me and you will give it to me now!” | say. 


| walk around the side of his desk and hover over the top of 
him. 


My body is too big and too intimidating and he knows that 
l'II follow through. 


I was Known as an obsessive student when | studied here 
and the reputation has accurately stayed with me ever 
since. 


The dean slides his chair away from me and | step forward, 
getting right over the top of him again. 


“Please, Mr. Smirnov. Give me room to stand up.” 

“You don’t get me that name and you will be crawling.” 

He slides his chair to the side and quickly stands before | get 
to him, that is if you consider cowering in fear with hunched 


shoulders standing. 


He goes to his filing cabinet and pulls out a folder Don’t 
they have this stuff on a computer somewhere? 


Regardless he starts looking through some papers before | 
snatch the whole folder from his hand and find the class 
myself 


My eyes scan the seating chart. 


“Fuck,” | growl deeply when | see the last three rows are 
marked as empty. She wasn’t in her assigned seat. 


“I'll be back,” | say, ripping the paper from the file. 

| open his office doors and walk into the reception area. His 
secretary stands and winks at me as she straightens out her 
dress which is too high on the thigh and too low cut. 

No thanks. 


The only woman | want is listed somewhere on this paper 
and | will find her. 


| make a copy of the paper and take the original back to the 
dean. 


“Thank you,” | say. 
“Thank you for stopping by, old friend,” he says as | walk 
out. He’s trying to save face in front of his secretary, but | 


don’t care about that kind of stuff. 


I'd suffer a humiliating death on the frozen tundra of Siberia 
if someone told me she was there. | don’t give a damn. 


When you want something with everything you’ve got you 
go all in, and I’m all in on her. 


| leave the building and make my way home. 
Her name is on this paper That | know. 
Now all | have to do is find her...and make her mine. 


And nothing will stop me in my pursuit of perfection... her. 


CHAPTER 5 


Sergey 


| lift the scarf to my nose, smelling it as | stare out the 
window of my penthouse condominium which overlooks Red 
Square. 


It’s almost surreal outside, the snow blanketing the city, but 
is it ever hot and chaotic inside. 


| barely have the heat on and I’m burning up. 
| can’t stop thinking of her, not that | would even want to try 


And I’ve been trying since the minute | got home to find her 
online. It’s now well past midnight and it’s the first break 
I’ve taken, although I’m not really taking a break because 
I’m still completely focused on her and only her. 


| take a few steps back and fall onto my couch, smelling her 
scarf once again. 


My sense of smell is more acute than anyone on the planet, 
and that’s a verified fact. | have the nose of one hundred 
dogs, a thousand sharks smelling a drop of blood, yet I’ve 
never smelled anything like her. 


When your life is guided by smell you quickly realize most 
people are about the same. Sure, there are subtle 
differences that distinguish us all, and | can pick them out 
and remember them like there’s a card catalog or database 


in my mind, but by and large there’s not a big variation 
between the scents of most people. 


Except hers. 


It’s like she’s literally an angel and | just can’t get my head 
around how or why. 


| sniff the scarf again and my cock jerks in my pants. I’ve 
been hard since the moment I saw her until now. The pain 
has reached an unbearable level. 


Running up those steps in the classroom | thought my dick 
was going to snap in my fucking pants, but you can’t snap a 
steel pipe. 


| considered pushing through all those bodies to get to her, 
but | would have whacked a bunch of the students with my 
rod, and that’s beyond unprofessional and wrong. 


Hiding it when I was behind the podium or turned to face the 
wall was easy, but out in the open it was beyond noticeable. 


| unzip my pants, pull my cock out of my briefs and began 
stroking that bad boy from root to tip. | didn’t even have 
time to pull my pants down all the way or anything like that. 


Jerking off isn’t my thing at all. I’ve never even done it. The 
only times I’ve experienced a release was at night, nocturnal 
emissions as they’re know. The word itself sounds like some 
sort of polluted factory. 


And my mind sure was polluted right now, with all the 
thoughts of the things | wanted to do to her. 


And it was cranking out ideas just like a factory too. 


| grit my teeth and growl as | imagine her riding my dick. 


“Fuck me harder, Sergey. | want to take all of you inside 
me.” 


My breathing picks up as I continue to hear her voice. 


“Oh fuck you're so big. | want you to come inside me, make 
me pregnant with your first born son.” 


“Fuck!” | yell, the bass from my voice booming through the 
room and bouncing off the walls. 


Damn | was close. 


My grip around my rod tightens and | imagine my hand is 
her hole, and | want the whole thing. 


| stack my hands and push through, feeling the friction as 
my mind fills with images of her on her back, writhing on the 
sheets, moaning, mouth open wide and pussy open even 
wider for me, because it’s mine. 

Mine to claim. 

Mine to own. 

Mine to fill with my seed. 


“I’m gonna come,” she says in my visualization. 


My hands subconsciously clamp down on my dick, imagining 
they’re her channel and | explode into the air. 


My torso spasms forward and | hear the sound of my giant 
load land on the suede couch cushion next to me. 


My heart’s beating so hard | can barely breathe, as another 
geyser erupts followed by another and another. 


Finally, my dick shoots the last of my come and empties 
from my balls. 


As good as it felt, now I’m angry. I’m pissed the fuck off. 


| try to catch my breath thinking about how incredible of a 
release that was, but how it absolutely wasn’t her. 


But it’s going to be, no if’s, and’s, or but’s about it. 


I’m going to fill her with everything I have, and l'Il do a 
whole lot more too. 


Because when it came to her | was ready to do everything. 


| try and stand to get the stuff | need to clean the couch, but 
as | stand | still feel lightheaded and fall right back down on 
my ass. 


Damn, | can run a six-minute mile and bench three hundred 
and fifty pounds twenty-five times. I’m six foot five and 
weigh two hundred and twenty-five pounds with seven 
percent body fat. In other words I’m a fucking rock, a beast 
of a man. 


But just the idea of fucking her right now brought me to my 
knees. 


And the next time | get down on my knees it’s going to be 
for one of two reasons. 


To taste her sweet pussy or put a ring on her finger and 
make her mine forever. 


Both were going to happen, it was just a matter of which one 
came first. 


CHAPTER 6 


Sergey 
| squint as the sun comes up over Moscow. 


My eyes burn and | know they're bloodshot without even 
looking. 


| can only imagine how spaced out | must look right now, not 
that anyone’s going to see me, but still. The fact is | am 
obsessed with this woman. 


Even after a night of staring into a computer screen | still 
feel hyper and jumpy. 


| was so focused | didn’t even turn on a light in the room, 
just making due with the light from the screen. It’s all | 
needed anyways, my eyes were focused on nothing else. 


She’s like an addiction and all | can think about is the next 
time I’m going to see her, and yes, | will see her again. 


The hardest part about this search is many of the names of 
these students are non-Russian names. They don’t have our 
Russian Facebook clone called Vkontakte, which has much 
better search features. Hell I could even call up Vladimir 
Putin and have his people look into it. He effectively took 
the company over from the founder, Pavel Durov, after he 
refused to hand over personal details after the Ukrainian 
crisis back in 2013 and 2014. If only Mark Zuckerberg had 
the same set of balls as his Russian equivalent, instead 
being more than happy to hand over everything about his 


users to any company or government with a big enough 
checkbook. 


So | continue to search Facebook, but many of these 
student’s names are common names...too common. 


Sarah Smith. Jennifer Johnson. How am I supposed to find 
the needle in the haystack with those names? I’m sure 
those woman are special snowflakes in their own right, but 
that doesn’t help me with my search. 


But I’m not going to quit. | don’t even need a cup of coffee. 
I’m still so wired from seeing her a second time in class. 


| take the scarf and walk into my in-house lab. For the next 
thirty minutes | try diligently to reproduce the scent, but | 
can’t even get close. 


This is absolutely crazy. I’m the world’s most authoritative 
person when it comes to smell. Normally | can reproduce 
anything in under five minutes. 


But this? Her? One of a kind. 


l'm a competitive guy and there’s a burning desire inside me 
to replicate it, but counter-intuitively I’m more than happy 
I’m failing. 


That just reaffirms what I already know. She is the diamond 
of all diamonds and when | have her | will have the most 
unique woman in the universe of scents where | rule as king. 


| have every mixing agent needed to reproduce any scent... 
but hers. And even if | could duplicate it, which I know | 
can’t, | would never sell it. Fuck no! And this is with 
absolute certainty that her scent would easily make me the 


world’s first trillionaire. It would be in such high demand 
and sell so quickly | would have to expand my biggest 
factories just to keep up with the demand. A trillion dollars. 
Damn. 


| walk back into my living room and sit down on the couch. 
For the first time in my life | wonder what does all this 
money really mean. Why am I still trying to make so much 
of it? Why am I still competing when I’ve already won the 
game? 


And the answer is clear as the daybreak. 

All this money means nothing if it can’t be used to enjoy 
life...to experience life with someone who you can’t stop 
thinking about, not now and not ever 


Someone who makes you lose track of time. 


Someone who is your biggest cheerleader and supporter, 
just as you are hers. 


Someone you can grow with, and who you can impart 
wisdom on to make their life easier, more enjoyable, and 
more fulfilling. 


And she’s all that and more. 


It may not be a shoe, but the story of Cinderella finally 
makes sense. It’s not a fairy tale 


I’ve got one item of hers and | need to somehow leverage it 
to find her. 


| run my long fingers over the scarf, moving it around in my 
hands. For the first time I can tell that this scarf wasn’t 


purchased at ashop. No. This scarf was made with love, by 
someone she knew. You can tell. It’s made of an extremely 

high quality and it’s been worn a very long time, but is still 

holding up like the day the last stitch was sewn. 


| roll it around in my hands and notice something in- 
between two of my fingers. 


| bring it up closer to my face. It’s a tag of some sort, but 
not a store kind. 


It’s as if this is a work of art and the artist has signed it here. 
| move it around, flattening it out so I can read it. 

Stay warm my little Anya. Love, Grandma. 

| jump up from my seat and run to the piece of paper with all 
the names of the students, which is on my dining room 
table. 

“Anya!” | yell. It’s a Russian name so | overlooked it. 


That girl isn’t Russia. 


My finger frantically scrolls down the list stopping when | see 
it. | pull it away and then tap the paper hard. 


Anya Andrews 
“That’s her That’s hern” | say pumping my fist. “I know it!” 


And now | know exactly what to do next. 


CHAPTER 7 


Anya 


| walk through the hallway with my classmate Ivan, 
approaching the front steps. 


“Are you enjoying your time in Moscow?” he asks. 


“Yes, it’s been great so far | just arrived though so | still 
have a lot to see and to learn.” 


Ivan seems really nice and was extremely helpful in class 
today with part of the assignment that the teacher had a 
difficult time explaining in clear English. 


“So if you are new | am guessing you do not have a 
boyfriend?” he asks. 


I’m still getting accustomed to the Russian way of being 
very direct and open with one’s intentions. It’s a bit 
shocking at times, and sometimes off-putting when you 
receive a cold “no” in response to a request, but | have to 
say I’m warming up to it. 


You know exactly where you stand with people and if 
someone tells you no it just means no. There doesn’t have 
to be an apology or a bunch of extra words added to it. Ina 
way it’s refreshing, although still a bit of a punch in the gut 
at times I’m not ready for it. 


“| don’t have a boyfriend, but there’s someone who... looks 
like there might be a possibility with,” | say as we leave the 


building and walk down the steps. 
“He must be a lucky boy,” he says. 


“You mean a lucky man,” a serrating voice says, the tone 
sounding like leather wrapped in steel. 


| look just five feet in front of us and slightly at an angle. 
My books fall from my hands, as do Ivan’s. 


There he was. It was like his entire body took up half the 
sidewalk. He wore a suit, but looked artfully disheveled. 
The top two buttons of his white shirt were open, his hair a 
bit tousled as if his grooming “routine” this morning had 
been to run a single hand through it after getting out of the 
shower. 


His eyes were red, but there was an intense hunger to them. 


His body conveyed the same. His legs were spread and he 
was squared up to me as if ready to attack. And if he did 
attack he most certainly had a thick spear he could use. 


Good lord, there was a bulge in his pants that ran half way 
down his thigh. It was thick, throbbing, and doing its best to 
point right at me. 


His eyes were locked in on me, but as Ivan moved to pick up 
his books first he turned his focus to my classmate. 


“Hello Mr. Smirnov,” Ivan says, extending a hand to him. 
“It’s an honor to have you at our university.” 


Sergey extends his hand to the boy, his inked digits 
engulfing the entire hand of the boy my age, making his 


hand disappear as he honored his request with a shake. 


But the way he looked at Ivan was anything but honorable. 
Sergey’s brows were furrowed and you could see his teeth 
were clenched underneath his pursed lips. 


His back was straight and shoulders back, making his body 
look huge, so huge in fact that | hadn’t even noticed that 
when Ivan moved towards him he walked right into Sergey’s 
Shadow which put him in a cool, dark place. 


“| was just leaving,” Sergey says, his face turning towards 
me. “With Anya.” 


| feel chills run up my spine and goosebumps cover my skin. 
How did he get my name? 


“You know Anya?” Ivan says. 


“It’s best you run along, son,” Sergey says, releasing Ilvan’s 
hand. 


“Sorry to interrupt, sir,” he says, before hurriedly turning 
back towards me and waving. 


| want to wave back, but my body is still frozen in place. | 
can’t move and I can’t think. I try and slow my breathing to 
get myself under control, but it doesn’t work. 


Ivan walks away quickly in the other direction. 


“Did | interrupt a moment there between you and your 
boyfriend?” Sergey says. 


He looks almost as angry as he did the first time | saw him at 
the bar and when those guys were saying things about me. 


“He’s not my boyfriend,” | reply quickly “How did you find 
me?” 


| feel sweat covering my skin, thinking he shouldn’t have 
been able to track me down. It’s not that | didn’t want him 
to, contrary to my behavior on the prior two occasions, but | 
want to know | have some degree of privacy in a country 
known for snooping in on everything and everyone. 


What was | thinking? 


He takes a step closer to me and although | should take a 
step back | find myself doing practically the opposite, as my 
body leans in, wanting to be closer to his. 


| feel my heart beating in my chest and all the tiny hairs on 
my arm standing on end. 


He was just in front of me now, covering so much ground 
with a single step. His eyes lock on mine and | feel like my 
feet are glued to the ground, like | was standing in 
quicksand and | had to do something before | was in too 
deep. 


“Who | want to be with is my business. You can’t be 
following me around or snooping on me,” | say. 


“How did | know you'd be so feisty,” he says, and it’s nota 
question. 


“I’m serious.” 


“And I’m serious too. Very serious,” he says as he moves in 
even closer 


| can feel my whole body shaking in anticipation as my head 
leans slightly to the side, exposing my neck to a predator 
who has the hungriest of looks still clearly radiating from his 
eyes. 


He was so big, so strong, and everything guys my age 
weren’t. He had my classmate in awe and frightened at the 
Same time. The power and confidence he exuded energized 
me, and made me feel like | was walking on pins and 
needles at the same time. 


He made me feel things I’d never felt before, and right now 
one of those things was the puddle that was very apparently 
forming in my panties. 


And | hadn’t even touched him yet, hadn’t even felt his skin 
on mine, or his lips on mine. 


From his look that was all about to change very soon. 
His right hand comes up from his side and stops just short of 
my cheek as if admiring it, before slowly he closes the gap 


and the pad of his thumb finds my skin. 


| swear a volt of electricity shoots through my entire body 
and | jump a little. 


“Do | scare you?” 


| nod slightly, feeling his finger slide across my cheek as | 
do. 


“Do you like it?” 


| should punch him for saying something like that, but he’s 
not embarrassing me in front of other people with that 


comment. It’s just the two of us in this spot right now, and 
even if we were standing in a crowded elevator | wouldn’t 
even notice. The only one that matters is him. 

“Yes,” | say softly. 


“Do you like the feeling of power? Do you feel powerful right 
now?” 


“| feel powerful and powerless at the same time.” 

“Powerless to resist what everything inside you wants?” 

| nod. 

“| understand the feeling... because | feel exactly the same.” 
As soon as the last word clears his lips his face comes 
forward, those manly lips of his crashing down hard on mine, 
as he pulls my body in tight with his other hand. 

| feel his cock throbbing against me and my knees weaken. 


| feel light, beautiful, like I’m floating on a cloud. 


His lips come off mine and his big hand takes mine and we 
start walking away from the university. 


“Where are you taking me?” | ask. 
“You'll see.” 
| stop and he practically drags me the first step, I’m so small 


in comparison. He stops, turning back to look at me, but not 
letting go of my hand. 


“| don’t just go places with strangers,” | say. 
“| bet you don’t kiss strangers either do you?” 
| say nothing. 


“Good. Then we’re not strangers anymore. Let’s go talk 
about this scarf your grandmother gave you...and other 
things.” 


“You have my scarf?” 


“Yes, and | will give it to you now, as soon as we reach my 
car and you're free to go if you want. | won’t use it as a 
bargaining chip. But! will tell you that if you decide to walk 
away now it’s not the end of this, because I’m going to do 
whatever it takes to make you mine. | will hunt you like the 
animal you’ve turned me into. | will pursue you until you 
see in me what | see in you... everything. And then | will 
make you mine forever.” 


| always knew that confidence was the most attractive thing 
a man can have, but | have never in my life seen confidence 
displayed the way he displays it. And it’s not an act. He’s 
completely congruent in everything he says and does and | 
have no ability to resist it, nor would | want to. 


One of my favorite writers, Lesley Arfin, once said that, 
“There’s only a teeny wading pool in-between the lake of 
total assholes and the bay of fucking pussies,” and she’s 
right. 


With so many hipster guys these days the bay of pussies has 
more than spilled over and become one gigantic global 
ocean. 


Sergey isn’t an asshole, he’s just self-assured, with a lot of 
confidence and a bit of cockiness thrown in. 


And I'll take that over the alternative every day of the week 
and twice on Sunday. 


But this isn’t a compromise. Sergey is a throwback. He’s old 
school. He lives in a land of real men, a place where 
relationships rule the roost, and calling in a favor is probably 
how he found me in the first place. 


This country is primal with people thinking with their lizard 
brains, to use a scientific term, and not wallowing in 
existential crises like some of the people | know back home 
do more often than not. 


He’s real, no b.s., in your face honest. 


When he says he’s going to make me his | know he means it 
with absolute certainty. 


And while the thought of getting my scarf and getting out of 
here seems appealing, if for no other reason that to allow 
him to hunt me down and enjoy the chase, that’s the last 
thing on my mind right now... because | want him just as 
much as he wants me. 


“Let’s go,” | Say. 


CHAPTER 8 


Anya 


Sergey opens the passenger door to his all black Mercedes- 
Benz G-Class SUV and helps me in, his hand going right 
from holding mine to gentlemanly showing me into my seat. 


His car is masculine and sophisticated, just like him. The 
leather seats hug me and | feel safe, like I’m practically ina 
bulletproof tank, which is about how the SUV looks from the 
outside. 


| quickly pull out my phone and put a beacon on our 
location and send it to my cloud server. | set Google Maps to 
track me, just incase anything goes awry. | feel good about 
this, but | don’t want to be naive. 


As soon as he gets in he puts the car in first and we're off. 
So much for never getting in cars with strangers, not to 
mention how did this go from me leaving class to going on 


an instadate so fast? 


He stays on Ulitsa Kosygina, the road that hugs the river and 
just a few short minutes later he pulls up to a valet. 


“| almost forgot,” he says, his body twists and his long arm 
reaches around into the back seat and when he brings it 
back to the front he’s palming a box. 


“You're going to need this where we're going,” he says. 


| lift the lid off and there is my scarf. It’s folded beautifully. | 
am definitely impressed and feel a huge weight come off my 
shoulders, squeezing it tight and holding it to my chest. 


By the time I’ve got it wrapped around my neck he’s helping 
me out of the SUV and we're walking into a tall building that 
| recognize from my Moscow prep. 


When the elevator dings on the twenty-third floor, he holds 
the door open for me to step through. 


As | do he places his hand on the small of my back in just 
the right spot. Not too low to make me look like a cheap 
date, and not too high either. My back wants to arch into his 
grip but | use restraint, especially considering a hostess is 
waiting to great us. 


“Lunch for you and your wife, sir, or just drinks,” she asks. 


“Both,” he says, not even acknowledging that her comment 
was wrong. He’s claiming me already. 


We're quickly seated at a table right in the corner of the Sky 
Lounge which sits atop the Russian Academy of Science 
building. 


I'd looked at studying here before settling on MSU. 
The panoramic view from exactly one hundred meters in the 
air makes you feel like you’re on top of the world, with 


Moscow in the palm of your hand. 


And just like that he reaches across the table and takes my 
hand in his. 


“Thank you for joining me for lunch,” he says. “Would you 
like a drink to start?” 


“Am | too young?” 

“Not in this country,” he says. 

“I'll have a water please,” | say. 

He smiles. 

“What?” 

“We have a bit of a problem with alcoholism here, so it’s 
always nice to see someone who refrains, especially the 
most beautiful of women who is looking out for her health,” 
he says. He pauses. “Do you know where we are?” 
“Russian Academy of Science building,” | say. 

“Very good. You know your way around.” 

“Just enough to think | do and then get lost,” | say. 

“I think you are smarter than your modesty reveals.” He 
stares deep into my eyes, not saying anything. I’m still 
adjusting to the long silences here too. It’s very normal in 
their culture and another thing | have to say | really like 
“We call this building ‘Golden Brains’, because of the gilded 
cubes that crown this skyscraper...or at least that used to be 


the reason. | think now there is another meaning.” 


“What’s that?” 


“l've seen your test scores. They are off the charts so | think 
‘Golden Brains’, applies more to you than this place.” 


| feel my cheeks heat at his compliment, but also feel a bit 
uneasy that he found out personal information about me. 


“How did you find my test scores?” 


“Our country is famous for computer hackers. People are 
trying to hack into my computers all the time. They want 
the formulas for my scents, but what they don’t know is that 
it’s all here,” he says pointing to his head, “here,” his hands 
moves to his nose, “and here,” he says finishing with his 
heart. “It is art more than science and if someone wants to 
take my art they must take me, kill me, and then no one will 
have it.” 


My eyes move from his back to the view, his aggressive 
words in dark contrast to the lovely Sparrow Hills park on 
the Moscow River and the sweeping views across the green 
belt of nature which stretch along the river all the way back 
to MSU where | study. 

“Do you enjoy the view?” he asks. 

“Yes, it’s very nice,” | say. 


“The best,” he says, and I turn to see he hasn’t taken his 
eyes off of me. 


The waiter arrives and takes our order. 


“Why chemistry, Anya? It’s not something many young 
woman study these days.” 


“That wasn’t in my file?” 


“I'm sorry for invading your privacy, but | wanted to know 
what | was getting into. The competition is known for 
sending honeypot traps. I’ve never even come close to 
falling for one. If anything their lame attempts just make me 
laugh. But when I saw you everything changed. | lost 
control for the first time. I'd never felt that way about a 
woman before and | knew | had to have you, but ina 
moment of clarity, once | had your name | had to do some 
research. I’m sorry. | don’t mean to question your motives, 
as you’ve had none. | am the one who has been pursuing 
you, not the other way around. | must remember that and 
learn to trust without always wondering if there is a motive.” 


“That sounds a lot like your file,” | say. 
He shoots me a smirk across the table. 


“Very good. See that? You're practically Russian already,” 
he says as a true compliment. His tone is not pandering or 
patronizing at all. “So why don’t you tell me what you 
learned?” 


“| learned that you have the world's most acute case of a 
condition known as hyperosmia, an increased olfactory 
acuity or in plain English, a heightened sense of smell. 
Apparently this was caused by your mother who left you 
orphaned by throwing you in a dumpster, who | am very 
sorry to learn was addicted to amphetamines. 


“When she threw you in the dumpster you hit your head, 
your brain shifted slightly, and being that you were such a 
young age and still developing it increased your sense of 
smell. 


“Later, work was done by Fidelis E. Atianjoh at Howard 
University, where he discovered that amphetamines 
decrease levels of dopamine in the olfactory bulbs of rodents 
and humans. This being the case your mother’s unfortunate 
addiction to those substances, which reached its peak 
during her pregnancy with you, may have also led to 
something of a double effect of your condition, when we 
look at how it was combined with the brain shift from the 
head trauma. 


“But instead of getting angry about the hand that you were 
dealt, you turned it into a winning hand, becoming a 
billionaire oligarch who completely dominates the global 
scents industry. Every perfume or cologne you release is an 
instant hit, with consumers becoming literally obsessed with 
the scent. 


“Some say this stems from your obsession with smells as 
well. It’s been rumored that you can reproduce any scent in 
under five minutes from just one sniff. 


“That is what | found in your file, Mr Smirnov.” 


“Spoken like a true chemist and a true Russian. | am very 
impressed. But those are the simple things that Google can 
tell you. There is one thing which is much more important 
than the past, and which will determine my future and my 
legacy, that you probably already know that no one else 
does.” 


| give him back along moment of silence, not sure what he’s 
talking about but not about to admit | don’t know either. | 
feel like I’m in a game of cat and mouse and he’s a lion, and 
I’m not about to get eaten... yet. If anyone else used the 
word legacy to describe their life it would be douchey at 
best and cause me to taste bile in my mouth just hearing 


such narcissism at worst. But he isn’t anyone else, and has 
already donated millions of dollars to all the technical and 
scientific schools in Moscow meaning he truly does have a 
legacy. 


“That there is one smell that | cannot produce, which 
although | tried all night, makes me very happy for the first 
time in my life to see myself as having failed at something, 
especially something | worked so hard at trying to achieve. 
But the real achievement would not have been in the 
reproduction of that scent, but in its ability not to be 
reproduced. 


“The one scent that absolutely causes me to lose my mind 
and makes me feel an obsession for its owner like | have 
never felt before. 


“Are you familiar with Elon Musk’s company called Tesla, 
Anya?” 


| nod. 


“Did you know that it is named after the great inventor, 
Nikola Tesla. He was a man who stood six foot two and was 
very handsome causing him to be popular with women, 
although not only did he never marry but he remained 
celibate his entire life. He claimed his celibacy played an 
important role in his creativity. 


“He was born on a summer night in 1856 in the middle of a 
lightning storm. The midwife said he would be, ‘a child of 
the storm,’ to which his mother countered prophetically 
with, ’No, of the light.’ 


“Why am | telling you stories of an eccentric inventing 
genius? 


“Because | can relate. | do not consider myself a genius, but 
| am an inventor, likely the best of my generation. And 
staying focused on inventing, creating, and sharing my 
inventions with the world has always provided me with the 
utmost satisfaction, all | could ever need. 


“Until | met my own child of the light. The one and only 
woman in the world who showed me the darkness | was 
living under. 


“And now | know that my greatest creation is still yet to 
come. 


“And that creation? 


“A family with the woman who is both the most beautiful 
woman | have ever seen and the sharpest mind that has 
come to Russia in its history. The only woman for me, now, 
tomorrow, and forever. The only woman who lured me in 
with a scent as unique as the world has ever seen. The only 
woman in the world I’ve ever admired in every way possible. 
And the woman who, as | told you already, will be mine. 


a You. n 


CHAPTER 9 


Sergey 


A bolt of lightning shoots through the sky and the loud crack 
of thunder causes her to jump, her breasts bouncing 
underneath her shirt. 


That body of hers says sinner but her mouth says saint, and 
I’m ready to take both of them. 


| squeeze her hand tighter, letting her know I’m here for 
her... letting her know she’s safe. Always. 


“Enough about me. Your turn,” | say, ready to learn even 
more about what makes my angel tick. 


“I'm here studying chemistry of course, but you already 
know that. 


“I've been mixing things ever since | was a kid. It carried 
right into cooking and then the lab once I reached high 
school. | feel in love with chemistry and how things react to 
one another, how they repel or attract, how they bond or 
come undone at the slightest change, the slightest 
temperature, the slightest pressure.” 


“So you know what it takes to make an unbreakable bond?” 
“I know most people these days aren’t looking for that. 


They're only looking for something quick, preferring not to 
go deep, not to build something with someone else. My 


generation especially seems to be guilty of that, but it’s 
their choice to make and their lives to live. 


“Not me. | refuse to play that game. | wait for the right time 
and then I go all in, whether that’s coming here to study or 
when it comes time for a relationship. 


“Measure twice and cut once, right? As chemists we know 
that one false move, one miscalculation and things can 
literally blow up in your face. 


“And that’s the hardest part these days, trying to determine 
judge of character and what a person's real motives are. 
Most people are just calculating, trying to extract every 
ounce out of you that they can get, blind to the fact that 
when both partners give unconditionally there’s more value, 
more strength, from the two bodies coming together as one 
than just a doubling effect. It’s an exponential increase. 


“That’s what | want, whether in my professional life or my 
personal life, and I’ve come to realize that counterintuitively 
for all the logical boxes to be checked you have to find the 
person that your gut feeling, your instinct or the complete 
lack of logic, tells you that they are the one.” 


There is wise beyond one’s years and then there’s this. 
She’s a damn genius, a long-term thinker, and unbelievably 
not already claimed yet. Boys her age should be tripping 
over themselves for a shot with her, but fortunately for me 
she says they haven't, at least no one at the moment that’s 
deserving of her attention and emotions. 


| want to take her home right now and we haven’t even been 
served our drinks let alone our meal. 


Over her shoulder a man suddenly stands up and walks 
quickly towards us. 


My eyes dart to him and he sees me, throwing a ski mask 
over his face before | can properly see his face. 


| jump out of my chair, releasing her hand and throwing my 
fist right into his gut as he reaches for a pistol shoved in his 
pants. 


| spin, Knowing there will be another, and sure enough a wild 
elbow swings for my head and | duck under it, sweeping the 
second assailant's feet with a leg kick. 


My attention immediately turns back to the first man. 


| grab a knife from the table next to mine and drive it home 
and then twisting it, finishing him swiftly and surely. 


Before the second assailant can get back to his feet I’m on 
him landing punch after punch after punch, until he stops 
trying to squirm free, his body going completely limp. 


| stand up, furious anyone would try to attack me, or her. 


The sons of bitches did it in public when | was with my 
woman too. They will pay. Oh will those fuckers ever pay. 


“Let’s go,” | say taking her by the hand and we move 
towards the staircase. 


Being Russia, no one makes eye contact, most patrons 
calmly move towards the elevators and a few more not even 
seeming to bother with the interruption. 


Good. 


The last thing | need is a scene right now. 


In the stairwell | squat down and she quickly gets on my 
back. 


| quickly take off my shoes, banging them against the railing 
until the heel comes off each. Once I slide them back on my 
feet, | take a deep breath. 

“Hold on, and don’t worry, | got you.” 

| feel her grasp tighten and then | tip my feet and use the 
slick parts of my shoes to slide down the stairs much faster 
than we could walk. 


With each bend in the stairs | grab the rail and our 
momentum carries us around and right down the next flight. 


We reach the bottom quickly and | flag a taxi. 
“Your car, sir,” the valet says. 


“Later,” | say, letting the first cab that stops go and taking 
the second one. 


We get in and | give him directions for a building just next to 
mine, one where we can duck in the back way undetected. 


No way was | taking my own SUV. It could have any number 
of traps installed right now. For all | know the valet got a fat 
tip and was in on it. 


l'II send someone out later to look at it. 


Right now all that matters is keeping her safe. She’s 
everything to me and just the thought of someone trying to 
harm her fills me with rage. 

“Are you Okay?” | ask. 

“Yes. Thank you. That man had a gun,” she says. 

“Had being the key word,” | say. 

“Where are we going now?” 

“My home. It’s the safest place in the city.” 

She nods, her eyes widening. 

The two of us locked in my home with plenty of food, a view, 
an indoor swimming pool, hot tub, Jacuzzi, movies on 
demand...everything. 

Everything but her that is. 

And now she will be there, with me. 

There may never be a need to leave my place ever again. 
But there’s a different need. One that is so fucking hard in 
my pants right now that if she knew the thoughts going 
through my brain she’d probably run in the other direction. 


But Sergey Smirnov doesn’t run, nor does his woman. 


And that’s what she is, and now it’s time to show her what it 
means to be mine. 


CHAPTER 10 


Anya 


Sergey’s penthouse condominium is a cross between The 
Four Seasons and Fort Knox. 


Everything inside is sparkling clean, and perfectly arranged. 


It’s modern with many lines and nothing beyond what’s 
really needed, but it’s not sparse. 


Except the right woman. 


| follow him into the bathroom, watching him as he disinfects 
his blood-covered hands. 


“Do you have gauze?” | ask. 

“In the lab,” he says. “I will show you.” 

A minute later he’s got the bleeding stopped and he takes 
me to his lab. As a chemistry geek I’m in complete heaven. 
One of the biggest pet peeves of chemists is other people 
not labeling things or leaving a mess in a shared lab. 

Not his. 

It’s cleaner than the best operating room, and the labels 


look like they were applied with the steadiest of hands, 
someone that might even be slightly OCD. 


He takes the gauze from the room and we head back into 
the bathroom. 


“Can you hold this in place,” he says, as | wrap my fingers 
around the outside of his palm, applying pressure to the 
gauze on the knuckles of his right hand while he tapes the 
gauze down. 


When he’s done I don’t remove my hands, instead bringing 
them, and his, up to my mouth. 


| stop just short of my mouth, and from there he takes over, 
placing the tip of his index finger on my lower lip, applying 
just the slightest of pressure. 


It’s his way of knocking, letting me know to open up. 


My lips part and | move his finger into my mouth, wishing it 
were something else. His finger is long and thick but | know 
he’s got something much longer and much thicker that | 
want desperately. 


| watch as his focus narrows, and that intensity which is 
always present on his face increases tenfold, his fierce look 
telling me what’s about to come. 


“Life comes at you fast, beautiful, as you saw today. In 
Russia this is multiplied to the extreme. Many people would 
be dead right now if they would have found themselves in 
our situation, but not us. You know why?” 


“Why,” | say, opening my mouth to mumble the word, still 
tasting his finger. 


“Because | will never let anyone harm my woman, ever.” 


He moves in closer, placing the pad of his roughed up thumb 
of his other hand on my cheek. 


“Your skin is so soft, so delicate, so porcelain like,” he says. 
“You're like a piece of timeless classic art, but you are real, 
alive, breathing, eating, living...and now you’re here with 
me and | will never let anyone take you from me.” 


| feel my body becoming hotter, every inch of my skin 
burning. 


“I’ve wanted you since the first time | saw you. | used all my 
power and connections to find you, the time in-between 
driving me mad. I’m done waiting.” 


My breath catches as he stares at me, a long moment passes 
and finally | exhale on his digit, my heart racing as he steps 
in so close | can feel his rock hard cock pressing against me. 


“When those men tried to take you from me, from this world, 
| had no choice but to make them pay with their own lives,” 
he growls. “And when that boy was talking to you earlier 
today...| felt rage boiling inside me. I’m obsessed with you 
in every way and | need to show the world exactly who you 
belong to, and who belongs to you.” 


| feel my knees weaken, my head spinning. 


He moves in even closer, causing my back to find the 
bathroom wall. 


“I've saved myself my entire life for the right woman, 
knowing if she never came | would die satisfied never 
having given myself to the wrong one. 


“But | also knew if she ever did the chemistry between the 
two of us would be life-changing, off the fucking charts, and 
unstoppable. 


“And nothing can stop me now, not from taking what | 
want... what | need. 


“And once | get it I still won’t stop. | know myself and | know 
I'll only become more obsessed, more possessive over what’s 
mine. 


“That’s the way it will be forever” 


He held me in place pinned against the wall with his body 
and his words. He was going to take what he wanted and 

there was nothing | could do about it, but that was exactly 
what | wanted too. 


I wanted him to lose control. 
| wanted to feel his raw power unleashed. 


| wanted for us to explore our primal needs, for the first time 
in our lives both of us together. Just as life was meant to be 
lived. Together now and forever, each only knowing the 
flesh of the other. 


“But | still have to ask you, have to hear you Say it. Tell me 
you're mine. Tell me that no man will ever have you. No 
man will ever see what I’m about to see. And no man will 
feel what I’m about to feel,” he says, his finger dragging 
down from my cheek and across my jawline before slowly 
making their way to my neck. 


| feel his hand wrap around my throat gently, but just letting 
me know he’s there... letting me know I’m his. 


“Say it,” he says again, his finger sliding out from my mouth. 
“I’m yours, yours in every way.” 

His face moves closer, his lips brushing against my earlobe 
as his deep voice says softly, “And that’s the way it’s always 
going to be.” 


“Yes,” | say, even though it wasn’t a question. 


“That’s fucking right.” 


CHAPTER 11 


Anya 


“Tell me you need me right here and right now. Tell me,” he 
Says. 


“| need you. | have to have you,” | say. 


His hand moves from my throat up to my jawline as he turns 
my head slightly, admiring me. | feel his cock twitch 
through his pants against my stomach after | speak. 


| couldn’t believe this was happening, now, with him, and 
here. 


| had no thoughts of meeting the right man in my life 
anytime soon, if ever, and | certainly didn’t think it would be 
a man on a study abroad program in Russia. 


But thinking is my problem. | think too much. When | 
allowed myself to feel his desire and possessiveness for 
me...to feel how his life’s mission is to protect me and keep 
me safe, and to soon feel his big dick buried inside me and 
then nine months later feel our baby in my arms... 
everything made complete sense. 


“It’s our first time together. First time of what will be 
millions,” he says through gritted teeth, trying to hold 
himself together even though he looks like a tiger in a cage 
that knows the door is about to be opened for the first time. 
“But | can’t be gentle. | won’t. But what | will do is fill you 
so full of my seed that | guarantee you you'll be pregnant 


with our child, because that’s what | want most...a family 
with you. | want sons and daughters and all the dogs we’re 
going to get for them too. | want to hear them scream cries 
of laughter in the home we will share. That’s what | want the 
most, and that’s what you will give me, and we'll do 
together... make a family, our family.” 


“Yes,” | say. “Take me, and do it your way. Don’t be gentle. 
Like you said... millions of times. Romantic lovemaking will 
come later Right now, | need you to take me and make me 
yours... with everything you've got.” 


A deep moan comes from the depths of his stomach and 
exits his chest. “Just hearing you say those things has me at 
the edge right now I could unzip my pants, pull up your 
shirt, and come all over your belly without even touching 
you. | could mark your stomach in the exact place where 
our child will grow big and strong before he’s born.” 


“He?” | ask. 


“He, she, it doesn’t matter All that matters is you’re mine 
and our child is ours. We're going to have boys and girls, 
lots of them, because your pussy is going to milk the seed 
from my cock for years and years and years to come. You 
can fucking count on that, | promise you.” 


A tsking sound fills the bathroom as | suck in air quickly in 
reflex, oxygen passing through my clenched teeth. 


“You make me harder than I’ve ever been in my entire life. 
Feel this,” he says pressing his cock into me even harder. 


My eyes close and my lips part as I get lost in the feel of 
him. My pent-up arousal peeking, my need becoming 
unbearable. 


His hand takes me by the wrist as he brings it up to his nose, 
Sniffing it. 


“Ahhh!” he says, his eyes closing just before his head tilts all 
the way back. “Yes!” he says as he snaps it forward, quickly 
running his nose along the inside of my arm all the way up 
to my shoulder. 


“Can you smell that? That is desire, need, perfection. You're 
in heat.” 


My eyes open wider. 


“Yes, I’m crazy, deranged, and a fucking lunatic when it 
comes to you, and | can smell the same on you when it 
comes to me.” 


“lam...all those things,” | say, needing him more than ever, 
feeling like my entire body was going to explode. 


His hand slides around my back and he pulls me in even 
tighter to him, his lips crashing down on mine and all hell 
breaks loose. 


His hands cup my ass as mine wrap around his neck. 


He carries me out of the bathroom as our tongues twist and 
turn inside the mouths of the other as our faces fuck 
seconds before our bodies will do the same. 


Suddenly | feel my back on a bed, my legs still wrapped 
around him as he tears at the buttons on his shirt, finally 
growing so frustrated his forearms that are built like coiled 
rope just rip his shirt clean open. 


He yanks it off throwing it somewhere that | can’t see, nor do 
| care, because my eyes are locked in on the intensity of his 
expressions, the hunger in his eyes. 


“| stroked my fat cock to thoughts of this moment with you, 
last night while | sat on the living room couch we just passed 
as | fiended for you,” he says pointing straight to the side 
not even realizing there’s a wall in-between his bedroom and 
the living room. 


And my mind is just as twisted right now as | hurriedly tear 
the clothes from my body, ready for him to take me raw, as a 
wild beast would. 


My hands were shaking so hard | could barely do the job 
removing my shirt, my hands not being able to keep pace 
with my thoughts. 


| feel his hands come down on my hips and he yanks my 
pants down to my mid-thigh, his eyes zoning in on my legs. 


“That’s mine. Mine!” he says, his head diving into my 
middle as he takes a huge sniff right up my slit, his nose 
brushing hard against my panties. 


His head follows all the way through as his back arches. 
“Ahhh, fuck yes! Perfection,” he says with his eyes closed as 
he reveled in the moment. 


My pants are pinching my thighs and I quickly unbutton 
them and work them down my legs, but he’s still on top of 
me, although not for long. 


He slides off the bed, grabbing the bottom of my pants and 
pulling them straight off. 


“Show me your pink, wet, tight, virgin pussy. My pink, wet, 
tight, virgin pussy,” he says. “Show me where I’m going to 
slide every inch of my cock over and over and over again 
until | erupt inside you, filling you with my seed as we start 
our family.” 


| swear | couldn’t breathe as images of exactly what he 
describes fill my brain. Those and more, making me feel 
thoughts that were beyond obscene. 


| slowly slide my panties lower to the point where they’re 
only covering the top of my slit. 


He looks like he wants to jump on top of me and devour me. 
“Show me,” he growls. 


| pull them down and off, feeling the cool air sweep across 
my exposed cunt, showing someone my body for the first 
time. 


He snarls, jerking off his underwear like a madman, his cock 
springing straight up, the crown slapping him in the belly 
button and then staying there, plastered in a perfectly 
vertical position. 


| reach around and quickly unhook my lacy white bra, which 
matched my panties, as | admire the perfect man that he is, 
my eyes focusing on that lower abdominal V that leads right 
to what I want the most. 


Just as | get my bra off he springs off the ground and right 
onto the bed, his mouth finding my hole as he sticks his 
tongue right inside me causing my hands to white-knuckle 
grip the sheets. 


He flicks my bud with the tip of his tongue as his hands 
spread me open wider, allowing him to feast on me as | feel 
a wave already washing over me. 


“Come for me, beautiful. Come on my mouth,” he says, 
feeling my thighs quiver. 


He knows me as well as | know myself. 


“Come on my face,” he moans as he licks me up and down, 
his tongue dragging across nerve endings | didn’t even 
know | had, the deep bass of his voice sending vibrations to 
my pussy that reverberated all the way inside me and 
through me. 


His hands come off from around my hole as one hand slides 
under my ass, squeezing a cheek hard while the other slides 
under my leg, lifting it up in the air. 


He’s got me open up all the way and there’s nothing | can do 
to stop the dam from breaking as a typhoon erupts sending 
my wetness pouring out onto his mouth just like he asked. 


| feel his tongue flatten as he literally rolls out the red carpet 
for my juices as he slurps at my stickiness and swallows it 
down whole, and everything | thought | knew about myself 
and what this kind of moment could feel like, with it. 


My body shakes and spasms as another wave washes over 
me, which he drinks down just as thirstily as the first. 


Finally as my body stills, except for my chest which is rising 
and falling off the mattress, | see his face as he kisses his 
way up my body. 


“You're going to have my baby, woman,” he says in a way 
that makes me think he should be beating his chest and 
dragging me around the room by my hair, and the thought 
was Surely crossing my mind at this point. Everything was 


in play, and | was ready to experience it all, even if it was a 
little rough. 


“I’m going to breed you and everyone’s going to see your 
belly, our belly,” he says as he takes my face firmly in his 
hands as if he owns it. “There’s no going back now.” 


CHAPTER 12 


Sergey 


| have no idea how | was even forming coherent sentences at 
this point. 


| would be better off just growling and pointing and taking 
what | wanted as the caveman inside me was completely let 
loose. 


“| need to feel you from the inside,” | demand. 
“Take me,” she says. 


“| need to be so deep inside you we can’t tell where one of 
us ends and the other begins, because there won’t be a 
difference. We will be one, then and forever And after we 
become one, l'II fill you so full of my seed that we make a 
little one, our first child of many. And don’t think I’m going 
to pull out when I’m done. I’m going to leave my dick buried 
inside you because l'Il still be hard as a fucking rock, still 
needy for your cunt, and l'II fill you again and again and 
again until your pussy, hell your entire body, can’t hold 
anymore and it seeps out of you and onto the sheets.” 


CHAPTER 13 


Anya 


He pauses and I can see his muscles twitching, testosterone 
no doubt shooting through every part of his body preparing 
to shoot his seed inside of me. 


“Take me,” he says, “in your hands.” 


| slowly release the sheets, forgetting how hard | was holding 
on, as my hands find his knees, sliding up his thighs and 
finally onto his cock. 


“Try and hold all of me. Try as hard as you want, because | 
know you can’t. You did this to me now feel how hard you 
made me.” 


| place one hand on his cock and it twitches, causing me to 
flinch. 


“Don’t take your hand off. | need to feel your skin on mine,” 
he says. 


| try again, this time getting a hold of his cock at the base, 
wrapping my fingers around it and coming up short. 


“Feel that thickness that you caused? That swelling. My 
balls which are already locked and loaded.” 


With my other hand | reach for his sack, and find it nearly 
non-existent, his balls already pulling up high, ready to fire 
inside me. | know if | touch him just right he'll spill like a 


freshly tapped oil well below the surface of the earth, and | 
won’t be able to stop him or clean up all the liquid gold he 
covers me with. 


| stack my other hand over the first, realizing I’ve barely 
covered half of his length. | wanted so badly to try and fit 
him in my mouth, to taste him like he tasted me, but | know 
that wasn’t going to happen now...not after his promise to 
claim me and fill me with his seed. 


“Are you ready for me to claim you?” he asks as if he can 
read the words in my head. 


| nod. 


“Tell me. Tell me how much you want my big, fat, fucking 
cock entering that untouched, tight, little, virgin pussy of 
yours. Tell me,” he growls. 


“Take my pussy. Take it. Make it yours even though it 
already is...always was,” | say. 


He takes his hand and wraps his one around my two as he 
slides into position, placing the crown of his cock right at my 
opening. 


My breathing spiked again, knowing this was the moment it 
was finally about to happen. | was about to become a 
woman, his woman... forever. 


| could feel sweat covering my body, my nipples harden, my 
pussy aching to feel him, to open for him and accept his gift. 


He moves his hand up and down quickly, flicking his cock 
through my wet folds, but still not entering me. 


“| was already covered in precome just from looking at you, 
but | need to be as lubricated as | can get because once | 
enter you things are gonna come hard and quick. You 
understand me?” 


“Yes. Give me hard. Give me quick. Give me everything.” 
| feel his cock twitch at my words, even though I’m 
practically giving it a death grip at this point. | loosen up 


my hold slightly and | can see he notices immediately. 


“You're ready to hold me with another part of your body 
aren’t you?” 


| nod. 


“Hold me even tighter than that chokehold you had on me,” 
he says, his hand coming off mine. 


| nod again. 

“Then spread your legs wider and grab ahold of the sheets 
again, or something, because a tornado is about to roll 
through town and it’s going to wreak havoc, and it’s not 
leaving...ever.” 

| do as he says, readying myself for what’s seconds away, 
but for what | would have waited a lifetime just to 
experience once, but only with him. 

“Wider,” he says. 


He watches and waits until I’m as wide as | can go. 


“Now it’s my turn to see how wide you can really go,” he 
says. “Mine,” he growls and | feel the head of his cock slide 


inside me. 


| feel just a small bit of pain, but the pleasure overrides it by 
miles. 


“You feel so fucking beautifully perfect,” he says, as | feel 
the tip of his dick leave me, the void making me feel empty 
and angering me at the same time. 


| reach for his hips, but he’s already back inside me. 


“Don’t pull out, ever,” | demand, my need sending my 
confidence sky high. 


“Never,” he says. “You know I’m going to fill you,” he says 
as his hands possessively take hold of my hips. “I want to 
feel you come, your pussy milking my cock dry.” 


He slides in deeper, then pulls his hips back but stays in me 
just like | wanted. 


He rocks forward again, going deeper still, and then his torso 
comes forward as we make skin-to-skin contact. 


His pubic bone grinds on my clit while his cock enters me. 


| moan uncontrollably, unable to stop, which pulls a primal 
mating growl from the depths of his being. 


We're like two wolves, howling in the forest as we breed on 
the hilltop under the moonlight. 


His mouth comes down hard on my pebbled nipple, flicking 
it, cranking up the speed of his thrusts. 


| feel his dick find my G-spot and | know I’m close. 


“Right there,” he says, Knowing what he found even though 
this is the first time for both of us. That’s exactly why we're 
so perfect together, so meant for each other in every way. 


“Relax into it and l'Il go even deeper,” he says into my ear. 


My back arches as | try and exhale hard, but something 
inside me is stuck. I’m too lost in the moment to relax. | 
open my mouth to tell him so, but nothing comes out but a 
whimper. “Deeper,” | finally say, to which he growls yet 
again. 


God he was huge, so huge it’s going to be difficult to ever 
get used to his big dick. Being a virgin only makes it more 
challenging, and more intense, memorable, and perfect. 


| give in to my temptation to take it all, now, unbridled. 


“Fuck me,” I say. “Fuck me good and hard like we both want 
you to.” Where in the hell did | get the courage to say those 
words? 


They’re out now and there’s no taking them back, not that 
I'd want to. 


His body goes vertical again and he lets loose, driving his 
cock home as | took the entirety of his length, losing myself 
in the process. 


My head flies from one side of the mattress to the other as | 
lose myself, my hair sticking to the sweat on my face. 


| feel my body lifting off the bed as he pulls me right into 
him, bouncing me up and down on his shaft as he kisses me 
hard. 


“This is it, baby. I’m gonna come inside you so hard, so long, 
so deep,” he says. 


“Is that a threat?” | say, feeling more powerful than | ever 
have before. 


“It’s a fucking promise,” he says and as the last syllable 
leaves his lips and enters my ear a volcanic eruption of hot 
juices explode from his cock, filling me instantly and 
sending me over the edge with him. 


| cover his cock with my cream, feeling his body tense 
against mine, and then shake as he squeezes me tight, 
making our skin touch in as many places as possible. 


His lips come down hard on mine, as he comes again, not 
letting go of my lips. 


| feel his come already seeping out of me. He filled me as 
full as he promised, and also just as he promised his long 
hard cock continues to throw hot creamy ropes deep inside 
me as the seconds stand still. 


My eyes are wide as his jets empty the last of what’s been 
brewing inside of him for the last thirty-one years. 


Just when I think he’s done my pussy releases its grip and 
then tightens again pulling out the last of his load. 


Suddenly | feel myself falling backwards towards the bed, 
but he rolls just before and we both land on our sides, his 
dick still hard, still buried inside me. 


“Mine,” he says in-between failed attempts to catch his 
breath. 


“Mine,” | say and he kisses me on the forehead. 


Without pulling out | feel his cock twist inside me as he 
maneuvers into position on top of me and slowly and 
deliberately enters me, causing each and every nerve inside 
me to receive a long, drawn out dose of immense pleasure. 


“I told you I’d always be hard for you. Even when you think 
you've milked me dry there will always be more with your 
name on it, and your name only.” 


“I'm ready for more,” | say, Knowing the truth...1’m still full 
from the gift he just gave me. 


“Good, because we’re going to do this all night and into the 
morning. You’re going to take so much of my seed by then 
we'll probably have sextuplets.” 


“Or just a bunch of sex,” | joke. 
“Never. It’s so much more than that. It’s everything.” 
“You're everything,” | say. 


His hand slides up underneath my body and he takes a firm 
grip just below my jaw, turning my head back towards him 
just enough that he can kiss me softly...as he continues to 
ever so slowly slide in and out of me, still harder than a steel 


pipe. 


“Mine,” he says as his lips come off of mine for just the 
amount of time to say the word before he kisses me 
possessively again, our lips joined for minutes, just like the 
rest of us. 


He was right. There’s no telling where one of us ends and 
the other begins, because now we are one. 


And that’s how it’s going to be... forever. 


CHAPTER 14 


Sergey 
My eyes open at just after four in the morning. 


| carefully roll over and take in the sight of my angel 
sleeping. 


Damn it feels good to know that I’m the one that wore her 
out like that. 


| put a hand over her face just to make sure she’s breathing, 
the thought of it almost causes me to start laughing because 
of course she’s breathing. She breathed life into me and | 
put a life into her I’m sure of it. 


Now | have to make sure to protect both of them. 

Carefully rolling out of bed | make my way into the living 
room, putting on my EarPods, so as not to wake her, and 
turn on the TV. 

It doesn’t take long to see exactly what | expected. 

The news is recapping the top stories and of course there is 
restaurant surveillance video of “Russia’s richest known 


man” and “unidentified woman” surviving a murder attempt. 


Damn right we survived. You think I’m going to let anyone 
lay a finger on her you’re crazy. 


The camera zooms in on the men as they replay the scene 
over and over again. | hit the pause and then zoom buttons 
on my remote, checking the ink on their hands. Just as | 
expected. 


Bratva, Russian mafia. 


| know that particular outfit they work for The main guy, 
Vladimir Sokolov, has been trying to shake me down for cash 
for years. The TV calling me Russia’s richest Known man and 
not by my name doesn’t help things at all. 


Now it’s time to help myself, to Sokolov, and end this once 
and for all. 


| go back into the bedroom and watch my woman sleep for a 
few minutes longer I’m not worried at all about what | have 
to do, | just want to remember our first night together and 
how she looked when it was all finished. 


But we’re nowhere near close to being done today. She will 
be mine again and again and again. 


| write out a quick note and leave it on the kitchen table, 
right in the center all by itself with only a glass holding it in 
place. She won’t miss it, assuming she’s awake before | get 
back. 


| grab the things | need, dress in all black which is very 
normal in Moscow, and decide against telling building 
security that I’m coming down. 


| take the stairwell directly into the garage, jumping on my 
motorcycle and leaving the building quickly. 


| know exactly what I have to do and where. 


Ten minutes later! pull up three blocks from Chaika Pool, a 
heated open-air pool. They don’t open until seven which 
gives me plenty of time to do what | need to do. 


| easily pick the front lock and show myself inside. It’s 
empty as expected, the janitors and opening staff won’t 
arrive until fifteen minutes before seven, leaving me more 
than enough time. 


The thing with these mobsters is they like to do their talking 
in places like this. An outdoor, public place, or a steam room 
works perfectly. 


And this one is Sokolov’s favorite. He comes here every 
morning, but little does he know today will be his last. 


| enter the men’s locker room, easily finding his “VIP” locker. 
| pick the lock, and remove his oversized bottle of cologne. 
How predictable. 


| quickly add a Novichok nerve agent known as A-234 into 
it. It’s the same chemical that was used in March 2018 on 
Sergei Skripal, a former Russian military officer and double 
agent for the UK's intelligence services, and his daughter 
Yulia Skripal in Salisbury, England. 


And it’s the perfect chemical for this job. 


The only patrons in the pool at that hour will be Sokolov and 
his men, and this particular chemical will make it look like 
the current administration tired of him and decided to do 
away with him. 


This will cause a domino effect for power where many of the 
other top guys will focus on taking the reins, versus trying to 


move up the hierarchy, not to mention the rival mobs will try 
to weaken them further 


| search a few more lockers for names | know to be 
associated with Sokolov. 


Jackpot. 
By the time we’re having lunch this war will be over. 


| place a small pinhole camera in the upper corner of the 
room and head back downstairs. 


I’m on my bike and back home in under forty-five minutes. 
Taking the note off the table, | wad it up and throw it away. 


She’ll never even know, but she’ll see the story on the news 
and know she’s Safe. 


It will be done the way a real man does it. A real man does 
what needs to be done to protect his family and doesn’t 
bring attention to it or ask for applause. A real man knows 
it’s his job. 

And I’m a real man, with a woman I'd die for without 


question, although that won’t be necessary, now or ever. 


Because I’ve got a long life to look forward to. A life that 
includes kids, dogs, family vacations and most importantly 
her. 


“Mine,” | say as | watch her there, so peaceful in our bed. 
“All mine.” 


CHAPTER 15 


Anya 


| roll out of bed with the biggest smile ever. I’ve never been 
so happy to get out of bed or start my day. 


My confidence in my body is sky high after the way Sergey 
responded to me last night and this morning... over and over 
and over again. 


So much for the idea that | need to get a gym membership 
this year, or ever. 


| walk into the living room feeling refreshed and ready to go. 
“Mornin’, sunshine,” Sergey says from the bar in the kitchen. 
“Hey there,” | say. 

| look to my side seeing that the TV is on RT, formerly known 
as Russia Today. It’s the huge Russian international 
television network funded by the Russian government, so 
you can guess the kinds of slant the stories often take. 
Currently they seem to be giving a rundown of the news, in 
English which is normal, and the first thing | notice is that 


my face is plastered on the screen as “unidentified woman.” 


At first | want to laugh, but then it hits me just how serious it 
is, causing me to recoil back and right into his arms. 


| watch the replay of what happened until Sergey’s big arms, 
while still wrapped around me, come up and cover my face. 


“You might want to see this next part though, or at least 
listen,” he says lowering his hands, the violent scene 
finished. 

The reporter goes on to say that the group responsible for 
the attack saw their top five leaders poisoned this morning 
just after dawn at a Russian swimming pool. 

What the heck? 


She says some things about the chemicals used and | 
recognize them as a favorite of the Russian government. 


“Why would the government retaliate?” | ask, more of a 
question just to say it than to expect an actual answer. 


“In life it’s important to know the right people.” 

Something about the way he says it has me wondering. First 
instinct would tell me he’s referring to himself, but | almost 
feel like he’s talking about me. 

The fact that it was A-234 points the finger squarely at the 
Kremlin, but why would they get involved? Does Sergey 
have Putin’s ear, and that quickly as well? 

“How long have you been awake?” | ask. 


“Not too long,” he says. 


| try and piece together what happened after | fell asleep, 
but | don’t even remember falling asleep because | was so 


comfortable. | was just lying in his arms and we were talking 
and next thing | know I’m waking up. 


He looks completely awake and like he’s been up for longer 
than he’s letting on. 


I’m reminded of a scene from the Batman movie The Dark 
Knight where Coleman Reese, played by Joshua Harto, 
discovers that Bruce Wayne is actually Batman and smugly 
tells Lucius Fox, played by Morgan Freeman, “I want...ten 
million dollars a year, for the rest of my life.” 


To which Freeman replies, “Let me get this straight. You 
think that your client...one of the wealthiest, most powerful 
men in the world, is secretly a vigilante who spends his 
nights beating criminals to a pulp with his bare hands... and 
your plan is to blackmail this person? 


“Good luck.” 

I’m not saying Sergey Smirnov is Bruce Wayne, or Batman, 
but he’s about as close to both I’ve ever seen. And if he did 
what I think he did to those five men? 

Well, I’m not going to be the one to mention it, although | 
should be thanking him for doing what had to be done to 
keep me safe. 


“So what’s the plan for today?” I say, quick to talk about 
something else. 


“| was thinking it’s a nice day to ski. Have you ever tried 
skiing?” 


“Never Are there places to ski close to Moscow?” 


“Not really, but there’s Sochi.” 
“Where the 2014 Winter Olympics were held?” 


“Yes, but it’s a ghost town now. We'll have the place all to 
ourselves.” 


“I like the sound of that,” | say, turning to face him and bury 
the side of my face in his chest, “although | was hoping not 
to have to put clothes on today.” 


| feel his dick harden instantly in his dark gray cotton 
lounging sweatshorts. 


“We can delay that a bit longer,” he says scooping me back 
up and carrying me right back into the bedroom. 


CHAPTER 16 


Anya 


After another romp in the sheets, followed up by a frisky 
clean up session in the shower that results in my third 
climax of the day we board a helicopter on Sergey’s rooftop 
and we’re off for Sochi. 


We make multiple stops along the way and the ride is long, 
but so enjoyable. The idea of being not too far off the 
ground provides the best of all worlds. It’s fast yet you get 
to see the entire countryside, all the cities and towns, and 
you get a feel for the country, as much as you can froma 
helicopter that is. 


The most important thing | don’t feel is cold. | had no idea 
helicopters could be heated. 


Sergey explains that in order to prevent aircraft components 
from freezing up or icing, and also to make sure that the 
cabins are the right temperature, a solution was developed 
by a company from Jena, Germany called Jenoptik came up 
with a solution. 


Being chemistry geeks we spend a full hour and a half 
talking about their product and how chemicals could be 
used to do something similar We joke that we should start a 
new company, totally unrelated to perfumes, that targets 
this market. 


At least | think we’re joking. 


| can tell that Sergey wants to fulfill my every wish just as 
much as I want to fulfill his. The major difference of course 
being his ability to finance just about anything that comes 
out of my mouth, no matter how outlandish. 


| need to be careful of not showing too much interest in 
something, the next thing | know I might be the proud owner 
of a submarine ready for us to disassemble and tinker with 
like a toy. 


He’s so smart and everything comes to him so naturally. He 
reminds me of Matt Damon in Good Will Hunting. \|’ve heard 
of the term sapiosexual, for people who are sexually 
attracted to intelligence, although | wouldn’t say | fall into 
that category. 


It’s not because I’m not attracted to intelligence, | very 
much am, but that would almost seem like | was putting 
Sergey into some quantifiable box, and he is anything but. 


The time flies by and after a couple more quick pit stops to 
refill we arrive in Sochi just as it gets dark. 


“Too bad we have to wait until tomorrow to ski,” | say as 
soon as the helicopter blades stop skiing. 


“Night skiing is better than day skiing, and we've already 
got our passes,” he says, just as a man from the Rodina 
Grand Hotel & Spa comes out, where we’re apparently 
staying since our helicopter is parked here. 


How much of a fairy tale am I living right now? Just the 
absurdity of someone tapping me on the shoulder and 
saying, “Excuse me miss, could you please move your 
helicopter from the front lawn so one of our other guests can 
depart?” Complete insanity. 


We're quickly shown to our room in this luxury 5-star hotel 
located on the Black Sea coast, where we can decide if we 
want to ski right away, have a massage, or enjoy one of the 
multiple gourmet restaurants for a quick meal. | think that’s 
the definition of “high-value problem,” and considering a 
can of tuna approaches five U.S. dollars in Moscow, this is 
quite a change from the noodles and weekly treat of protein 
that | was expecting to live off of. 


We grab a bite and head back to our sea view suite just in 
time to see the snow falling. 


Sergey tells me | can have as many massages as | want, as 
long as they come from his hands and his hands only. | 
smile and tell him the same rule applies the other way 
around. He growls, wrapping me up in his arms, before 
scooping me up in them like he loves to do so much, and 
carries me into the bath. 


Without asking he knows the perfect temperature for the 
bath, and the perfect way to wash my hair His big hands 
have just the right touch as they run through my hair at 
times and massage my scalp at others. 


He stops midway, pressing a button on the wall which plays 
some very light, almost ambient noise yet soothing, music. 


Then he lights some candles. 
The romance that is evident in everything he’s saying and 
doing tonight is the absolute perfect compliment to the 


desire driven evening before. 


Most importantly there is one thing that is driving my 
feelings right now, one thing | can’t deny, nor would | want 


to. 
Love. 
| feel it deeply on so many levels. 


It doesn’t matter if we’re geeking out over our love of 
science, connecting physically, or just holding hands in 
absolute stillness. Heck even when he’s a real-life action 
hero or romantic suspense book boyfriend saving me from 
the bad guys, he’s still the man of my dreams. 


“| guess skiing will have to wait,” he says as he kisses my 
forehead as he massages the floral shampoo into my scalp. 


“Huh?” | say, pretending to be asleep, although the reality is 
I’m more relaxed than I’ve ever been...except maybe this 
morning. 


How one man runs me through the entire gamut of desirable 
emotions is beyond me. 


“| guess I’m going to have a lot of homework to make up 
when I get back,” I say, with a big smile on my face. 


“You're already cleared with the dean, and | told him 
specifically not to even think about allowing your instructors 
to assign you make up assignments or dock your grade for 
time missed.” 


| turn around in the tub so quickly the water almost 
splashes. 


“How lucky am I to have you?” | say. 


“I ask myself the same question.” 


My heart just melts at his words. 


“Is there any length you won't go to to make my life 
absolutely pure bliss? Anything that you haven’t thought of 
already? Anything that | can ever do to even come close to 
making you as happy as you’re making me every moment | 
spend with you?” 


“Yes... you can say yes,” he says. 
“Whatever the question is... yes!” | say. 


“Perfect, because | thought this might be too early but 
you've already agreed so there’s no going back now.” 


He grabs the towel from just next to the clawfoot tub, drying 
his hands, before | see one shoulder lower down as he 
reaches underneath for something... a small black, velvet 
box. 


My relaxed state quickly turns euphoric, and when he opens 
the top to reveal the biggest, most perfect diamond I’ve ever 
seen my hands shoot out from below the water’s surface and 
| hug him tight, sending water splashing out of the tub and 
onto the marble flooring. 

“Oh my god, Sergey.” 

“I haven’t even put the ring on your finger,” he says. 


“You already claimed my heart, and that’s what matters 
most.” 


He reaches for my hand, sliding the ring on. 


It’s a perfect fit, just like the two of us. 
“We can continue with the bath or—“ 
“Bath time is overn” | say. 


| quickly rinse off and reach for a towel as Sergey uses one 
of our many towels to clean up the floor. 


Less than a minute later he scoops me up in his arms, again, 
but this time straight from the tub. 


| can’t keep from kissing every part of his face as he carries 
me to the master bedroom in our luxurious room. 


He gently lays me on the bed before lighting some scented 
candles. 


“No matter how many candles | light or how nice their scent, 
my nose always locks on yours, because nothing in this 
world has ever smelled so sweet and so perfect, and I’m the 
world’s foremost expert so you know it’s one hundred 
percent true.” 


“Come here,” | say holding out my arms. 


He slides onto the bed and we kiss slowly, deeply, and with 
the connection every woman in the world dreams of. 


But he’s mine, and only mine. 


And my obsession for him consumes my mind as his kisses 
and his touch consume my thoughts, my heart, and my soul. 


“Looks like we’re going to miss skiing in the morning too,” | 
Say. 


“Good, because I'd rather lie behind you, holding you in my 
arms while | watch the snow fall gently outside, but from my 
angle it will look like it’s landing right on your smooth skin.” 
“Awww,” | say. 


“My special snowflake, truly one of a kind,” he says. 


Our kiss deepens and | know I’m in for an amazing night...a 
night of lovemaking with the love of my life. 


CHAPTER 17 


Anya 


A few days turns into a week, and Sergey makes a call to 
MSU to tell them l'Il be out another week. The dean hastily 
agrees and that’s that. 


As much as | appreciate everything my man is doing for me, 
| need to get back to getting my education. It’s only the first 
semester of the first year, so the classes aren’t hard and I’m 
not missing much, but | don’t want to have a reputation as a 
lazy or bad student. | came here for a reason, and | need to 
get back to it. 


But first there are other matters to attend to. 


After a week which saw Sergey teach me the basics of skiing 
and one where we even made a snowman and saw Sochi’s 
famous Singing Fountains, it’s time to go. 


But we’re not taking a helicopter back to Moscow. 


Sergey charters a plane to Moscow and from there | fly back 
to my original home. 


Having been engaged for a week already without telling 
anyone is going to go over terribly Adding in the fact that 
I’m only eighteen and engaged to a Russian guy who’s a 
lucky thirteen years older than me is only going to make 
matters worse. 


| wouldn’t be surprised if someone at the airport recognizes 
me, | was just there not even a few weeks ago. 


That may be an exaggeration, okay it totally is, but the point 
is this isn’t going to go over well. 


Sergey tries to calm me, pulling me in close on the plane 
telling me my family is going to love him. 


| appreciate his confidence and he is very charismatic, but 
I’m still feeling angsty at everything. 


In no way do! want to undo what’s happened. I’m 
completely committed to Sergey and our future, and that 
tells me that this is going to be a lesson in growing up. 


If | want my parents to treat me like an adult then I have to 
act like one. 


CHAPTER 18 


Sergey 


I’m excited to meet Anya’s parents, and brother and sisters. 

| know they’re going to be happy for her, but I’m not crazy 
enough to think they’re not going to have questions, a lot of 
questions for and about me. 


We step out of the Uber and her three siblings, Ariella, 
Adele, and Anderson come out of the house. She gave mea 
quick bio on each of them in Sochi and | most certainly 
remembered. One thing | never quite understood are 
families that all have their names starting with the same 
letter Must be a thing foreigners like. Russians have a few 
names and everyone typically has them. No one wants to 
take a chance while here you have kids named after 
Japanese beef, like Kobe. The world is truly an interesting 
place and | know Anya and | are going to travel a lot and I’m 
going to give her all the cultural experiences she can 
handle. Safety first of course. 


“Hi Sergey!” little Ariella says, tugging at my trousers. 
“You must be Ariella.” 


“Uh huh,” she says as she bounces up and down with 
excitement. “I lost my tooth. Wanna see?” 


“Sure,” | say kneeling down and she sticks her finger in her 
mouth where the missing Chicklet was. 


“Well how are you going to chew these then?” I say, 
reaching into my carry on bag and pulling out a box of Tula 
Pryanik, our famous Russian gingerbread. 


“Whoa,” she says taking the box. “Thanks!” She runs back 
into the house. I’m not sure if she’s going to hide it like a 
squirrel before her parents know she has it or she’s ready to 
dive in right now. Either way I’m glad she liked it, and I’m 
thankful that Anya told me her little five-year-old sister 
loved sweets. 


Before she can get inside the house she runs into a man’s 
leg, apparently too excited to remember to watch where she 
was going. | remember those days well. 


And | remember the way Anya described her father and this 
is definitely him. 


“This is Sergey?” he asks, and | know we’re already off to 
one hell of a bad start. 


“Yes, dad.” 

“Hello Adam,” | say, getting no response. 

He puts his hands on his hips and widens his stance on the 
sidewalk and my backup plan of booking a hotel just in case 
is looking pretty smart right now. 


“He’s your... friend?” 


“I think we should talk,” Anya says. “You, mom, Sergey, and 
me in private.” 


“Is there something we should know?” Anya’s mom, Amy, 
asks. 


“If there is just come out with it,” her dad says. 


“Maybe we should all sit down and get to know each other,” 
| say. 


“Who said we want to get to know a fella from the country 
that’s been meddling in our country’s affairs?” 


| look past him at the house and see a giant flag hanging 
right on the side of the front door. 


This is getting ugly quick. 

“Kids, go inside,” Amy says. 

Nothing is said for the next twenty or thirty seconds. 
“What the hell is going on, Anya?” her dad asks. 


That’s it. I’ve had enough. I’m big on respect and culture, 
and this may not be my country or my house, but this is my 
woman and | will protect her from anyone who’s threatening 
towards her no matter who they are. 


| step in front of Anya, my eyes narrowing. | widen my 
stance with my hips to the sides. If he wants an old style 
Western shootout, with words instead of bullets, that’s 
exactly what l'Il give him. 


“What’s going on is you have two options, Mr Andrews. We 
all sit down and have a talk as grown adults, or we head 
right back to the airport without an invitation to your oldest 
child’s wedding.” 


“Wedding?” Amy says as she inhales deep, her hands 
coming up to her face. “Oh my god.” 


She puts her hand on the ground and goes to a sitting 
position. 


“What in the hell did you do?” her dad asks. 
“That’s it. Let’s go,” | say, motioning for Anya to come with 
me. We can pick up a cab on the next block. | didn’t fly all 


the way here to deal with this. 


| look at Anya who also looks shocked, before suddenly her 
expression changes completely. 


And just as she opens her mouth | realize | wasn’t expecting 
the way she was prepared to deal with this either. 


CHAPTER 19 


Anya 
“Stop!” | yell. “Everybody calm down.” 
| take a deep breath and blow it out. 


“Dad! Doesn’t your doctor have you taking medicine and 
doing meditation for your stress levels? You don’t even have 
to answer because | know he does. Now take a deep breath 
and relax, or else what good is all that meditation you’re 
spending twenty minutes on every morning and night going 
to do for you?” 


My eyes shift to my mom. 


“Mom. Don’t be so melodramatic. The world’s not going to 
end, and as a matter of fact mine’s just starting to begin...a 
new chapter at least.” 


| turn and look at Sergey. “And Sergey, | love your 
possessive alpha caveman ways, but these are my parents. 
After you | love them more than anything...and | don’t turn 
my back on them no matter how tough times get.” 


Wow, | didn’t know | had it in me, but now that this snowball 
is rolling down the hill it’s only getting bigger and bigger. 


“Here’s the deal. Sergey and l are in love. Is it fast? Yes. Is 
it crazy? It would seem that way. What do we think? We 
don’t, because we don’t need to. We know deep down in our 


hearts that we’re the right one for the other, the only one. 
I’m his and he’s mine. Is there an age gap? Obviously Is 
that a positive or a negative? It depends on the person, not 
some year on a birth certificate, or a passport since we also 
have to address another of the glaring issues. Yes, he’s 
Russian. Does it matter? If you’re one of the few people in 
the world, out of the seven billion, that is lucky enough to 
find your true soulmate, you wrap your arms around them 
tight and never let go...and that’s exactly what I’m doing.” 


No one says anything as | feel the stress roll right off my 
shoulders. 


“Now, if you want to get to know my fiancé, yes | said my 
fiancé,” | say flashing them my ring for the first time, “then 
we can all go inside and talk. Oh, and he brought gifts for 
you too...not that that matters actually,” | say my voice 
becoming less aggressive, “but it’s a nice gesture.” 


My mom turns to my dad and he offers her his hand. 

“Or, we can go to a hotel room in town and meet when it’s 
convenient for you, or not at all, although | will still find a 
way to spend time with my brother and sisters while I’m here 
no matter what. So what’s it gonna be?” 


My dad and mom stare at each other and then finally give 
each other a resigned look as they mumble something. 


| don’t wait any longer. 


| take off running towards them and wrap them both up ina 
hug. 


Yes, at the end of the day this was an absolutely crazy, over 
the top moment in our family’s history. 


But if you don’t take big chances it makes it harder to get 
big rewards. 


And I took the biggest chance of all, many chances, in 
choosing to be with Sergey. 


But it was really never a choice. We were destined to be 
together and not even thousands of miles, cultural 
differences, and my crazy family that | love so much and 
that really just was looking out for me, could keep us apart. 


Not to mention I’m completely obsessed with him, just as he 
is with me. 


“Get over here,” | say motioning with my head to him. 


He walks over towards our little three-way hug and | quickly 
wrap my arm around him to include him. 


“You're one of us now,” | say. 

“And you are all mine, because nothing is more important 
than family. Family comes first, middle, and last, and | 
promise you if anyone tries to harm you or give you 
problems they will not last...on this earth.” he says. 


A few seconds pass and at the same time my parents and | 
bust out laughing. 


“What’s so funny?” Sergey asks. 
“Yeah, he’s definitely Russian,” my mom says. 


“I know, right?” I say. 


We release from the hug and | turn to him. 


“Come here, my possessive protector bear,” | say wrapping 
my arms around him. 


“Of course I’m your protector, that’s what a man does.” 
“I know, and you are the realest of all the men.” 


“And you are the only woman on this earth in my eyes,” he 
Says. 


“Uh hum,” my mom says. 


“You are his,” Sergey says looking at my mom and then to 
my dad. “You never look at another man’s woman, 
especially when you already have the only one you ever 
wanted,” he says as he taps me playfully on the nose with 
the tip of one of those giant fingers of his. 


“My thoughts exactly,” | say. 
My mom gives my dad a hug and Sergey continues to keep 
me close in his arms, hugging me and making me feel safe 


and warm. 


It’s safe to say I’m this Russian’s obsession, and he’s mine... 
mine all mine. 


EPILOGUE 


Sergey 
One year later 


“It’s hard to believe it’s been a year already,” | say as | hit 
my timer, signaling it’s Anya’s turn to make her move on the 
chessboard. 


“Time sure flies when you're having fun.” 


“And I’m having the time of my life, thanks to you and 
Maksim,” | say, looking at our three month old who sits in his 
stroller next to us. 


If we were back in Moscow we would be freezing, but instead 
we decided to move to Marina del Rey, California to be 
closer to Anya’s family, who I’ve grown close to despite our 
initial meeting. 


“Wow, you're really good at this,” Anya says as she surveys 
the board. 


“This is like a renewal of the rivalry between Bobby Fischer 
and Boris Spassky, but updated for the twenty-first century,” 
| say. 


“So I’m Bobby Fischer?” she says. 


“Never. You’re the one and only Anya Smirnov, which is why 
you're literally the best of both worlds, and I’m the luckiest 


man alive. No matter whether | win or lose, | always win, 
because I’ve got you.” 


“Awww,” she says, standing up from her seat and coming 
around to give me a hug, before returning back to her side 
of the park bench. 


We've decided to spend the day in Plummer Park in West 
Hollywood. It’s been a famous meet-up spot for Russians for 
years. It’s our first time here, and it’s nice to see some 
people enjoying the day who make me feel like I’m home. 


But since | met Anya I’ve learned that home isn’t where you 
are, it’s a place in your mind and in your heart. No matter 
where we are, | will always be home with her by my side. 
Her and of course Maksim and all the brothers and sisters 
we're going to give him. 


Most Russians these days are living in the San Fernando 
Valley, opting to leave this part of West Hollywood for more 
affordable housing. 


| never considered it. 


| want my family to have the best life possible, so we bought 
right on the beach. 


Since Maksim was born here he’s an American citizen, giving 
him all the opportunities that come with a first world, 
Western passport. 


“Check,” she says, moving her rook into position to take my 
king. 


| move my rook. “Check...mate,” | Say. 


“Aw! | fell for it,” she says jumping off the park bench. 
“But | fell harder,” | say. 
“Huh?” 


“For you, one year ago. There’s nothing that will ever top 
that.” 


She comes around and gives me a hug again. 


“Speaking of top, maybe it’s time to put some caviar on top 
of some rye bread,” she says, knowing just what | like to eat. 


Out of the blue, Maksim cries. 


“Sounds like he’s hungry too,” she says. “It’s pretty empty 
here right now, | can probably feed him.” 


“You know you can’t do that here,” | say, the possessive side 
of me flaring up instantly. 


“Come on. | just gave birth three months ago. Nobody’s 
going to want to see what I’ve got right now.” 


“That body is mine, woman. Mine and mine alone, and for 
the record you look better now than you ever did, and you 
were always the best.” 


“That’s impossible,” she says. 


“| love your perfect body just as much as | love you, and 
knowing that you carried my first child inside your stomach, 
giving it nourishment and life as Maksim was forming into 
the handsome little bugger we have today... how can | not 
love you even more?” 


“How can I not love you even more? Thank you for taking 
care of everything while I finish my degree. It means a lot to 
me to know | have a man who supports me and wants me to 
pursue what | want to pursue, with the same vigor that | 
have for my goals.” 


“Our goals,” | say. “Because if you want it, then | want it.” 
“Good, because | want to be the best,” she says. 


“You already are and always will be,” | say “And you'll 
always be mine. Mine and only mine.” 


Maksim cries again and | gather up our things so we can go 
home. Home to where we live, but most importantly where 
we spend our time... together, as a family. 


No multimillion dollar penthouse with Moscow’s best view 
can ever compare to the view of her sleeping peacefully in 
our bed next to me and our child next to us in his crib. 


Yeah I’m obsessed. Obsessed with my family and that all 
begins and ends with her. 


Mine. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Anya 
Ten years later 
“What are you doing, mom?” 


“Your dad and | are going to lock this padlock to the Tree of 
Love, sweetie,” | say to our four-year-old Maria. 


We're back in Moscow on the Luzhkov Bridge were there are 
a few trees which people use as a place to sign their names 
to a lock and then lock them in place... forever. 


“Can | help?” Alexandra, our six-year-old says. 


“You sure can,” | say, but before | can tell her how Sergey is 
already kneeling down letting her kiss the lock we’re about 
to put in place. 


“Sealed with a kiss,” he says. 


Alexandra wraps her hands around her dad’s neck and he 
comes up out of the squat, holding her with one hand like 
she weighs nothing, and the lock in the other hand, which 
means everything. 


Maybe the lock doesn’t exactly mean everything, but what it 
represents sure does. 


The love that has had us glued at the hip for over a decade 
now, has resulted in our ten-year-old Maksim, his eight-year- 
old brother Kirill, and Alexandra and Maria. 


We had our kids at the same time each year. Talk about 
being fertile during a specific period. 


Science, technology, engineering, and math, or STEM 
students as they're known, are often thought of as a bit 
nerdy, but a lot of them have a very wild and adventurous 
side which gets all kinds of ideas into their crazy heads. 


Just like me. 


What in the world got into me thinking | could marry a 
Russian alpha and have the best life imaginable? But it 
happened fast and that’s exactly how things have been 
since, 


| even got the kids names tattooed on my body, and once | 
started | couldn’t stop. 


Sergey says he loves it, but he says that about everything 
when it comes to me. 


Looking back now, my first few attempts to prepare the 
famous Russian borsch were a disaster, absolutely terrible, 
but Sergey kept refilling his bowl until we were out and he 
told me how great it was each and every time. 


Like true chemists we love mixing things, whether in the lab, 
the kitchen or mixing up our international travels so our kids 
can learn about their heritage or explore other ones. 


And it’s not just the kids. | learned that my own name has 
Russian roots, and I’m proud we'll be living in Moscow for a 


year while the kids go to school here. 
“Ready?” Sergey asks. 
“Ready,” the entire family says at once. 


| watch Sergey’s big, callused hand, the result of building 
tree houses in the backyards with our boys and making 
Sandboxes and other toys for the girls, place the lock in 
position. 


“On three we all say...family, together, forever.” 


He doesn’t have to ask us if we’ve got it or we need him to 
repeat it. It’s our motto. Always has been and always will 
be. 


“One..two...three,” he says. 


“Family, together, forever,” we say in unison as Sergey, with 
my hand on top of his, clicks the lock in place. 


Without removing his hand he leans in and kisses me on the 
bridge for all the world to see. 


All these years and four kids later and he still can’t get 
enough of me. 


| thought his obsession would die down at some point, but 
no... Somehow it’s only gotten stronger if that’s even possible 
considering how off the charts the fireworks were when we 
first got together. 


“Okay kids. Who wants to go home and whip up some 
brownies?” 


“Me,” Alexandra and Maria say, waving their hands in the 
air. 


“And who wants to go home and kick the ball in the 
backyard?” 


“Me,” Maksim and Kirill say. 
“Okay, we’re off,” Sergey says and the kids take off skipping 
across the bridge, Maksim in front of and Kirill behind the 


girls as their dad taught them. 


“And who wants to do some adult wrestling later,” Sergey 
Says, putting his arm around me. 


“Me!” | say raising my hand. 


He uses the opportunity to tickle my armpit and scoop me 
up in his arms. 


“Is this my chariot?” | ask. 
“I'll always be your knight in shining armor,” he says. 


“Speaking of that the boys have the precision of a special 
ops unit up there, watching out for their sisters.” 


“As they should,” Sergey says. “Just like | taught them.” 
“They're going to make fine husbands one day,” | say. 
“The kids aren’t leaving, remember? Together forever.” 


“They have to fly the coop at some point.” 


“We've got a lab in the house and all the experience in the 
world. We can teach them.” 


“I think Alexandra has an itch to be a pianist though, and 
Maria a writer” 


“What kind of writer,” Sergey growls. 

“| don’t know,” | giggle. “Something that involves words.” 
“She better not be writing those steamy romance novels I’ve 
heard about. You know she’s not dating until she’s thirty, 
minimum.” 


“I know, honey...| know.” 


| pucker up and he quickly bends into my kiss, his legs still 
moving. 


“How do you do that? Aren’t | heavy?” 

“Light and beautiful, that’s what you are. And mine” 

| love a good romance novel as much as the next gal, but 
what I really love is my very own real life book boyfriend... 
for life. 

He’s my Russian obsession. 


“| love you, beautiful,” he says. 


“| love you.” 
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